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John Sprockett Sits Alone
in the Saloon at G old Creek
by Robert Cooperman
Each bottle on the bar whispers, “Drink me!”
For once, trembling, I resist their whore’s call.
Miss Starling’s asleep upstairs—
after our trek through snow deep as quicksand.
I told her to use the key.
Last night in that shack above the timber?
A fluke of love 1 had no right to expect,
but wanted more than breath:
Miss Starling’s skin white against the fire;
my heart pounding like a drum on the Fourth.
After, I pretended sleep while she wrote;
I couldn't have read her words any clearer
if I’d stared over her shoulder:
“My one misstep with Mr. Sprockett.”
Just sensing she felt that way maddens my blood
for her like a bear swatting a hive for honey.
I made her lock her door against me,
not from these mine-rats and trappers.
As each layer of her clothes came off
she was saying good-bye and thank you,
“For showing me Colorado, for not
stealing my money and killing me.”
A whore who thinks she knows me stalks
past my table, enough hate in her face
to knock me across the room.
For spite, I’d invite her to sit and drink,
talk to her polite as a preacher at Sunday dinner,
but I'd wind up guzzling from the spout,
and smashing the door in, and killing us both.
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